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as I sat on our veranda during long evenings which
seemed to drag.
My first glimpses of beauty, whether of form or ot
emotion, were of the West, because it was there I first
became aesthetically conscious. I thought fondly of
London, for London had exquisite charm whatever may
have been its faults. It was difficult to dislike London
merely because it was the capital of the empire and the
source of all our political troubles. It was difficult not
to feel the emotion of the crowds which rose and sang
"God Save the King' as in the concluding scene of Noel
Coward's "Cavalcade," even though the reasoning mind
rebelled against paying homage to the British monarchy
which symbolized the British domination over us. There
was a graciousness about England to be seen in the way
it had given refuge to a number of revolutionaries who
had fled from the persecution of their own countries.
I can think of at least three, Voltaire, Karl Marx and
Lenin, but for whom this world of ours would have
been poorer in thought and mind.
There were so many other little things about England
which I recalled with fondness. I remembered the color-
ful pageantry of Britain paying homage to George V
as on his jubilee he returned from the Abbey and drove
back in state to his palace, and how the crowds cheered
when he appeared on the balcony to receive the ovation
of his people, which broke out like the sudden crash
of an orchestra.
In a softer key was the opening night of the theatres
with the familiar Rolls-Royces driving up Shaftesbury
Avenue, bringing to life the pages of the Sketch and
the Taller. I remembered Diana Wynyard leaving the
theatre on one of these first nights, reflecting such tran-
quil beauty as I have seldom seen in a woman. I re-